CHAPTER XV—Continued.
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Smith was jabblng his paper knife

absently Into the desk blotter. “And

country!" he sald meditatively. Then
with a sudden change of front: “I'm
in this fight to stay until I win out
or dle out, Billy; you know that. As T
have sald, Miss Verda can kill me off
if she chooses to; but she won't choose
to. Now let's get to work. It's pretty
late to rout a justice of the peace
out of bed to issue a warrant for us,
but we'll do it. Then we'll go after
Lanterby and msake him turn state’s
evidence. Come on; let's get busy.”

But Starbuck, reaching softly for a
chalr-righting handhold upon Smith's
desk, made no reply. Instead he
snapped his lithe body out of the chair
and launched It in a sudden tiger
spring at the door, To Smith's aston-
ishment, the door, which should have
heen latched, came In at Starbuck’s
wrenching jerk of the knob, bringing
with it, hatless, and with the breath
startled out of him, the new stenogra-
pher, Shaw,

“There's your state's evidence,” sald
Starbuck grimly, pushing the half-
duzed door listener Into a chair, “Just
put the auger a couple of Inches Into
this fellow and see what you can find.”

Richard Shaw had an exceedingly
bad quarter of an hour when Smith
and Starbuck applied the thumbscrews
to force a confession out of him. Nev-
ertheless, knowing the dangerouns
ground upon which he stood, he evaded
and shufied and prevaricated under
the charges and questionings untll it
became apparent that nothing short of
bribery or physical torture would get
the truth out of him. Smith was not
willing to offer the bribe, and since
the litera! thumbscrews were out of
the question, Shaw was locked Into
one of the vacant rooms across the
corridor untll his captors could deter-
mine what was to be done with him.

“That Is one time when I fired and
missed the whole side of the barn,”
Starbuck admitted, when Shaw had been
remanded to the makeshift cell acroas
the hall. *“I know that fellow Is on
Stanton’s pay roll; and it's reasonably
certain that he got his job with you so

* that he could keep cases on you. But
we can't prove anythlng that we say,
&0 long as he refuses to talk.”

“No,” Smith agreed. *“I can dis
charge him, and that's about all that
enn be done with him."

“He Is a pretty smooth article,” sald
Starbuck reflectively, “He used to be
a clerk In Maxwell's rallroad office,
und he was mixed up In some kind of
crookedness, I don't remember just
what.”

Smith caught quickly at the sugges-
tion.

“Walt a minute, Billy,” he broke In;
and then: “There's no doubt in your
mind that he's a spy?”

“Sure he is,” was the prompt re-
Joinder.

“I was just thinking—he has heard
what was said here tonight—which s
enough to give Stanton a preity goad
chance to outfigure our outfit again™

“Right you are.”

“In which case it would be little
short of idlotic in us to turn him loose.
We've got to hold him, proof or no
proof. Where would we be apt to
catch Maxwell at this time of night?

“At home and In bed, I reckon.”

“Call him upon the phone and state
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the case briefly. Tell him if he has
any nip on Shaw that wounld warrant
. us In turning him over to the sheriff,
we'd like to know L™

“You're getting the range now,”
laugbed the ex-cowman, and Instead’
of u#ing the desk set, he went to shmt

himself Into the sound-proof telephone
closet.
When he emerged a few minutes
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the ecelling sprang allve—and showed
the two men at the door an empty
room and an open window. The bird
had flown.
Starbuck was grinning agaln when
he went to look out of the window.
The roof of the adjoining building was
only n few feet below the sill level,
and there was a convenient fire eacape
ladder leading to the ground.

“It's us for that roadhouse out on
the Topaz trall before the news gets
around to Stanton and Lanterby,” he
sald definitely; and they lost no time
In securing an auto for the dash.

But that, too, proved to be a flasco.
When they reached Barton's all-night
place on the hill road, the bar was
still open and a card game was run-
ning in an upstairs room. Starbuck
dld the necessary cross-questioning
of the dog-faced bartender.

“You know me, Pug, and what'I can
do to you if I have to. We want Hank
Lanterby. Pitch out and show us
where.”

The barkeeper threw up one hand
as If he were warding off a blow.

“You ¢'d have him In a holy minute,
for all o' me, Billy; you sure could”
he protested. “But he's gone.”

“On the level?' snapped Starbuck.

“That's stralght; I wouldn't He to
you, Billy., Telephone call came from
town a little spell ago, and I got Hank
outa bed t' answer it. He borra’d
Barton's mare an’ faded Inside of a
palr o' minutes,"

“Which way? demanded the ques-
tioner.
“T* the hills; leastways he aln’t
headin' f'r town when he breaks from
here.”
Starbuck turned to Smith with:a wry
smile,
“Shaw beat us to It and he scores
on us," he sald, “We may as well
hike back, 'phone Willlams to keep his
eye on things up at the dam, and go
to bed. There'll be nothing more do-
Ing tonight.

CHAPTER XVI.
At Any Cost.

With all things moving favorably for
Timanyon! High Line up to the night
of fiascos, the battle for the great
water-right seemed to take n sudden
slant against the local promoters, after
the fallure to eripple Stanton by the
attempt to suppress two of hls subordl-
nates, Early the next day there were
panicky rumors in the alr, nione of them
tracenble to any definite starting point.
One of the storles was to the effect
that the Timanyonl dam had faulty
foundations and that the haste In
bullding had added to its Insecurity.
On the heels of this came clamorous
court petitions from ranch owners be-
low the dam site, setting forth the
flood dangers to which they were ex-
posed and praying for an injunction to
stop the work.

That this was a new move on Stan-
ton's part, neither Smith nor Stillings
questioned for a moment; but they no
sooner got the nervous ramchmen paci-
fled by giving an indemn®ty bond for
any damage that might be done, than
other rumors sprang up. For one day
and yet another Smith fought mechan-
feally, developing the machinelike dog-
gedness of the soldler who sees the
battle golng Iirresistibly against him
and still smites on in sheer despera-
tion. He saw the carefully bullt or-
ganization structure, reared by his own
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her. Out of the chaotic wreck of
things but one driving motive had sur-
vived, and it had grown to the stature
of an obsession: the determination to
wring victory out of defeat for Timan-
yonl High Line; to fall, if he must fall,
fighting to the last gasp and with his
face to the enemy.

“I know," he said, replying, after the
reflective pause, to the charge passed
on by Colone! Dexter. “There is a
friend of mine here from the Kast, and
I bave been obliged to show her some
attention, so they say I am neglecting
my job,  They are also talking it
around that I am your Jonah, and say-
Ing that your only hope is to pitch me
overboard.”

“That’'s Dave Kinzie,” growled the
Missourian. “He seems to have it in
for you, some way."

“Nevertheless, he was right,” Smith
returned gloomily. Then: “I am about
at the end of my rope, colonel—the
rope I warned you about when you
brought me here and put me Into the
saddle: and I'm trying desperately 1o
hang on until my job's done. When it
is done, when Timanyonl High Line
can stand fiirly on its own feet and
fight [ts own battles, I'm gone.”

“Oh, no, you're not,” denled  the
ranchman-president in generous pro-
test. “You come on out home with me
tonight and get away from this muddle
for n few minutes. It'll do you a heap
of good; you know If plways does.”
Smith shook his head reluctantly but
firmly.

“Never again, colonel, It can only be
a matter of a few days now, and I'm
not golng to pull you and your wife
and daughter into the limelight if I can
help it.”

Colonel Dexter got out of his chalr
and walked to the office window, When
he came back It was to say: “Are they
sure-enough chasing you, John?—for
something that you have done? Is that
what yowu're trying to tell me?"

“That is it—and they are nearly here,
Now you know at least~one of the rea-
sons why I can't go with you tonight.”
“I'll be shot If I do!" stormed the
generous one, “I promised the missus
I'd bring you."

“You must make my excuses to her;
and to Corona you may say that I am
once more carrying a gun. She will vn-
derstand.” ;
“Which means, I take it, that you've
been telling Corry more than you've
told the rest of us. 'That brings on
more tulk, John. I haven't sald a word
before, have 17"

“No."

“Well, I'm golng to say It now: T've
got only just one daughter in the wide,
wide world, John.”

Smith stood up and put his hands
behind. him, facing the older man
squarely.

“Colonel, I'd give ten years of my
life, this minute, If I might go with you
to Hilicrest this evening and tell Co-
rona what I have been wanting to tell
her ever since I have come to know
what her love might make of me, he
fact that I ean’t do it {8 the bitterest
thing I have ever had to face, or can
ever be made to face.”

Colonel Baldwin fell back into his
swing-chalr and thrust his hands Into
his pockets.

“It beats the Dutch how things
tangle themselves pp for us poor mor-
tals every little so-while,” he com-
mented, after a frowning pause. And
then: “You haven't said anything like
that to Corry, have you?”
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and tell that young wom-

an that the bridle's off, and she ecan

“No,” sald Smith snortly. *“I know
what I am doing, and I shall go on as
I have begun. It's the only way. Mat-
ters are desperate enough with us now,
and If 1 should drop our—"

The telephone bell was ringing, and
Baldwin twisted his chalr to bring him-
self within reach of the desk set. The
messege was a brief one, and at Its
finish the - ranchman-president was
frowning heavily,

“By Jupfter! it does seem as If the
bad luck all comes in a bunch!” he
protested. “Willlams was rushing
things just a little too fast; and they've
lost & whole section of the dam by
stripping the forms before the con-
crete was set. That puts us back an-
other twenty-four hours, at least. Don't
that beat the mischief 7"

Smith reached for his hat, *It's six
o'clock,” he sald; “and Willlams' form-
strippers have furnished one more rea-
son why I shouldn't keep Miss Rich-
lander waltlng for her dinner,” And
with that he cut the talk short and
went his way.

With a blank evening before her,
Miss Rlichlander, making. the tete-a-
tete dinier count for what it would,
tightened her hold upon the one man
avallable, demanding excitement. Noth-
Ing else offering, she suggested an eve-
ning auto drive, and Smith dutifully
telephoned Maxwell, the railroad su-
perintendent, and borrowed a runabout.

Smith drove the borrowed runabout
in sober sllence, and the glorlous
beauty In the seat beside him did not
try to make him talk. Perhaps she, too,
was busy with thoughts of her own.
At all events, when Smith had helped
her out of the car at the hotel entrannce
and had seen her as far as the eleva-
tor, she thanked him half absently and
took his excuse, that he must return
the runabout to Maxwell's garage, with-
out laying any further commands upon
him.

Just as he was turning away, a bell-
boy came across from the clerk’s desk
with a telegram for Miss Richlander.
Smith had no excuse for lingering, but
with the nir thick with threats he made
the tlpping of the boy answer for a
momentary stop-gap. Miss Verda tore
the envelope open and read the inclo-
sure with a flne-lined little frown com-
ing and golng between her eyes.

“It’'s from Tucker Jibbey,¥ she sald,
glancing up at Smith. “Someone has
told him where we are, and he Is fol-
lowing us, He says he'll be here on
the evening train. WIill you meet him
and tell him I've gone to bed?"’

At the mention of Jibbey, the money-
spolled son of the man who stood next
to Joslah Richlander in the credit rat-
ings, and Lawrenceville’s beat imita-
tion of a flaneur, Smith's first emotion

one of rellef at the thought that
bbey would at least divide time with
him in the entertainment of the bored
beauty; then he remembered that Jib-
bey had once considered him a rival,
and that the sham “rounder’s" pres-
ence In Brewster would constitute a

“T can't=meet Tucker,” he sald blunt-
ly. “You know very well I can't."

“That’s s0,” was the qulet reply. “Of
course you can't. What will you do
when he comes?—run away?

“No; I can't do that, either. I shall
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WILL CAST MONSTER INGOT

ll‘ll'l\ nse Lump of Steel Is to Be
Tu Into New Type of Sixteen.
. Inch Naval Gun. '

There has just been cast at the Beth-
lehem steel works a monster Ingot for
the first of the 16-inch rifles that are
to arm the great new battle crulsers
of the United States navy, under con-
struction at Camden. So far as known,
writes a Bethlehem (Pa.) correspond-
ent of the Philadelphin Record, the
foremost ship of this class now afloat
Is the Britlsh crulser Lion, with en-
gines of 110,000 horse power. Her
speed Is a bit better than 40 miles an
hour and sghe earries 14-inch guns. The
Amerlean battle crulsers will have en-
gines of 200,000 horse power and each
wlill be armed with four 16-inch rifles,
which will shoot 20 miles. From pres
ent Indlcatlons there will be six of
them and Bethlehem has the order for
all the guns, which will be the larg- 1
est on any ships of this kind In any
navy.

The ingot required the contents of
three open-hearth furnaces, belng 15
feet 7 inches long, 100 Inches In diame-
ter and welghing 810,000 pounds. It
will tnke several weeks to cool such
an enormous mass of metal, after
which it will be cut, bored and hollow
forgsd on the great armor plate press |
inte a tube 80 feet long. It Is pro-
posed to finish these 16-Inch guns in /
record time In the new gun shop, which
I8 wide enough to turn the tube around,
with room to spare. Special lathes
and other machinery had to be con-
structed to handle these guns, whose '
parts, such as jackets, rings and yokes, A
are almnjj being forged.
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Speaking of Eggs. [

Little - Genevieve Ilived with her
grandmother out on the desert on a
homestead where company was a rare
thing. When some one did come she
was almost overcome with joy,
Sometimes - an- “automoblle load
would stop to rest on thelr way
through the country. One day a beau-
tiful brown-eyed lady stopped for a
while. Genevieve and she were hav-
Ing an Interesting time together.

Finally Genevieve sald “you have
pretty eyes."

“Have L" saild the lady. “Thank
you."

“Yes,” sald Genevieve, “the yolks of

em are brown, just like mine.”

80, She Nagged Some More,
Mrs. Nag—I'm not myself at all this
morning.

Mr. N.—Then we'll have a good
time. ¢

Woman's Way.
Hubby—I was In six different sales- ]
rooms today looking at autos.

" Wifey—DId you get samples?
TS i Mi——————————

“In most cases
of Dyspepsia
Coffee Does

Not Agree™—

says a well known




